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CCCI.

PARIS, Monday nighty October 28, 1867.
I AM still ill, hardly breathing, and on the
eve of not breathing at all. The sudden
death of M. Fould has grieved me much. I
expect to go out of town in the first days
of November. I am urged to go, in order
to escape a cold. Good-by, dear friend; I
hope you will return before my departure.
Quit the ugly fog, and take good care of
yourself.

CCCII.

PARIS, November 8, 1867.
DEAR friend, I write to you in haste. I
shall go to Cannes to-morrow, to get sunlight
and heat. I do not know how long I shall be
able to remain out of town. It depends on
the Pope, Garibaldi, and M. de Bismarck.
The Pope is convinced that he owes no obli-
gation to us, and that it was heaven which
did everything for his beautiful eyes. Good-
by, dear friend.n; but the chapters
